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‘Why do you hate James? the boy asked, voice quiet in the darkness of the apartment. 


Night had fallen several hours ago but he found himself with a severe case of insomnia, and somehow his 
senses told himseld that his redheaded roommate was suffering from the same demons. The boy didn't know 
why he had asked, he knew this wasn't his territory and he wasn't supposed to know. He could make the other 
man blow his top off. 


Glancing towards the bed at the other side of the room, the boy became aware of some slight rustling 
movements, so he stuck his head up and squinted, pushing the honeyblonde fringe out of his face to try to see 
better. He had a feeling that the redhead was facing him, although he couldn't be sure due to the lack of clear 


VISION. 


‘| don't; came a slightly muffled reply. 


The boy frowned, at first believing he'd misheard, but it became clear that wasn't the case. Normally, the 
redhead would throw a tantrum at the question, declare a million reasons why james hetfield ought to burn in 
hell if there was one, knock something over and leave the room with a slam of the door. The silence that 
greeted him instead was an eerie, heavy and almost audible one. It made the room spark with tension. It hung 


over them for what could have been 5 seconds or 5 minutes. 


‘Then why do you say you do? the boy dared ask again, swallowing hard as his mouth felt dry, almost 
immediately regretting the words as soon as they left his mouth. 


There was a small shuffle of bed sheets and another awkward, long, stifling silence. Then came a heavy sigh, 
blowing life into the darkness. The boy could practically see the expression on his companions face before him 


despite the lack of vision, resigned and exhausted. 
‘Because | wish | did: 


It was a mutter, but the words were as clear as crystal, carried through the air. The boy didn't understand 
what it meant, but he had a feeling that whatever it was, it was something meaningful. He could tell, by the 
tinge of sadness that seemed to filter through the redhead's voice. 


Blinking a couple of times, the boy say up in bed, his back against the wall and his legs folded. He could see 
better now, noticed the form of the other man stirr in his small bed. He had to ask more, he didn't know why 
or how the strong lion of a man accross the room was suddenly so brutally honest, but something about the 


sudden vulnerability urged him on 


‘Why? Because he kicked you outta Metallica? Because he betrayed you? the boy pressed on, determined to 
get to the root of the issue. 


The redhead flinched, a head full of strawberry blond curls perking up off the bed as if startled. Watching, the 
still naive, still innocent Minnesota farmboy watched his companion sit up as well, mirroring his own position. He 
clasped his hands in his lap, prayed a silent prayer that his friend wouldn't lose control. Wouldn't lash out. 
Wouldn't hurt him. 


He saw the other form shake his head, ‘No, it's not that: 

Confused, the boy furrowed his brow, lips pursed as he tried to figure the redhead out. It felt as if the true 
answer had something to do with the sorrow always hidden, but nonetheless harvested on display in the 
other's caramel brown eyes. Another sigh errupted through the silence, but this one was less direct, it was 


shaky, left the room vibrating. 


‘You'd hate me if | told you,' said the soft voice, but it sounded rough and course at the edges. 


‘| could never hate you, said the farm boy before he'd even thought the words through. 


But it was the truth, no matter what the man opposite him might have to tell him, it wouldn't change the fact 
that the were friends. Maybe more, even, although the boy willed his heart not to beat faster and not to feel 
fuzzy in the presence of the redhead. Willed himself not to feel what it felt, deep down. 


‘Oh, you could, came a scoff. 


The boy knew that his friend didn't always trust, and he was a tough nut to crack But he was willing to try, 
willing to find out what rooted the hatred for Metallica and especially James so deep. He had to know, because 


only then he could began taking the venom out of his friend's wounds and allow them to heal withut scarring. 


‘| couldn't, never, the boy calmly declared, although his insides were in turmoil, he could tell something big was 


about to be unveiled. 


Another silence, s heavy and thick it threatened to sffocate the boy with the honey blond hair and the wide 
dark eyes. It made him feel short of breath, body coursing with what could only be described as fearful 


anticipation. 
‘Because | loved him, the voice finally choked and the gates were opened. 


The boy didn't know what his reaction was supposed to be. At first, he was struck by disbelief. The redhead, 
fiery man with the crazy eyes couldn't possibly love another man, could he? That information, that revelation 


was near impossible to take in. But once it did, the boy's heart sunk, a sorrow and concern latching onto him. 


It was the sound of muffles sniffles and sobs that brought him back to the present, eyes going wide as he 
realized that not only had the tough, macho Dave who loved chicks with all his being admitted to having 
feelings for a man, but he was also crying. Really crying, weeping. The boy could see the other form shaking 
and trembling before his scrutiny. 


Despite what he'd been taught, despite what his parents had told him about God and faith and men who lay 
with men being sinful, men who love other men being sinful. Despite what he had thought he knew up until this 
point, the bo found himself moving, out of the warm sheets of his bed, accross the cold and dirty floor which 
made his body shiver at the unpleasant contact. He reached the other bed, having no words to utter and 
praying that he wouldn't need them in this moment. 


The other man's head shot up the very moment the boy settled down on the bed, the very second the 
mattress shifted beneath the slight weight of another young man. It was only then and there that the boy 
could see the redhead's eyes, could see one tearful, bloodshot orb of caramel stare out from beneath the 
heavy ginger bangs. The moonlight hit it just like and coloured everything blue as it fled from it's hue of dark 
night sky clouds. The boy swallowed. 


Awaitening a punch that never came, expecting to stagger back or fall off the bed, expecting to have a bloody 


nose or a black eye to treat. 


Instead, there were strong arms wrapping around his slight frame. Instead, there were powerful sobs 
wrenching from a raw throat, so strong they shook both of them. Instead there was a face buried in his neck, 
warm and sticky tears wetting his skin. Shock was all the boy felt, shock and an overwhelming sense of 
compassion and understanding. A realization where the hatred and jealousy of the redhead's was rooted. Not in 
anger, but in love. Not in spite, but it mourning. Letting one hand raise, the boy leaned into his weeping 
comrade, his hand gently petting the straberry blond curls, feeling the silky softness as he ran his fingers 
through them. 


Little by little, the heart wrenching sobs dissolved into less pained sniffles. The boy didn't mind that his neck 
was soaked with tears and snot and saliva. He didn't mind that the man in his arms, whom anyone would 
describe as strong, unfeeling, tactless and selfish had by this one action wiped away all of his macho, manly 
man facade and left a broken little boy in its wake. Because he wouldn't think less of him. 

A tired, heavy head raised, still watery dark eyes meeting his for the second time that night. 


‘tm s-such a fuckup; mumbled the redhead, his voice notably embarrassed and resigned once more. 


The boy simply shook his head, not know why or how but the need to prove himself and his honesty urged 
him to do what might be reassure his friend. It lasted only a moment, and despite the initial fright over the 
action as their lips met for only a second or two. Soft, smooth warmth against full, plump lips. The boy pulled 
back wide eyed, expecting a lash out again. Expecting a tantrum. Expecting God to send his angels and thunder 


right down on him and burn him to ashes. 


Neither happened. Instead, he was met by a smile. It was small, it was lopsided, it was more like a sneer than 
a beam. But it was there, and it was the redhead's trademark smirk. The one that made the boy's heart beat 
faster against his will. The one that made butterflies explode in his belly. The one that made his skin ache for 
touch of those warm, big hands. The one that made his lips tingle and his body hum. 


‘Thanks, Junior,’ full lips murmured, before repeating the motion formerly performed, darkness enveloping thw 


two young men as their lips met again. 


